A DREAM OF FAIR WOMEN            9!
The dight white cloud swam over us.   Anon
We heard the lion roaring from his den ;
We saw the large white stars rise one by one,
Or, from the darken'd glen,
' Saw God divide the night with flying flame,
And thunder on the everlasting hills.
I heard Him, for He spake, and grief became
A solemn scorn of ills.
' When the next moon was roll'd into the sky,
Strength came to me that equal!1 d my desire.
How beautiful a thing it was to die
For God and for my sire '
(It comforts me in this one thought to dwell,
That I subdued me to my father's will;
Because the kiss he gave me, ere I fell,
Sweetens the spirit still.
& Moreover it is written that my race
Hew'd Ammon, hip and thigh, from Aroer
On Arnon unto MinnetL'   Here her face
Glow'd, as I look'd at her.
She lock'd her lips: she left me where I stood :
(Glory to God/ she sang, and past afar,
Thridding the sombre boskage of the wood,
Toward the morning-star.
Losing her carol I stood pensively,
As one that from a casement leans his head,
When midnight bells cease ringing suddenly,
And the old year is dead.
* Alas ! alas !' a low voice, full of care,
Munnur'd beside me: s Turn and look on me:
I am that Rosamond, whom men call fair,
If what I was I be.